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Madeleine's maid. The feel of a woman's hand upon his fore-
head, his mother's or his wife's, gave him back the sense of
security which he had known in the days of his childhood's
ailments. It rejoiced him to know that if he was to die, he would
not die in solitude. It seemed to him that death in that room,
with its familiar mahogany furniture, with his wife and his
mother forcing themselves to smile, would be the most normal,
the simplest, occurrence in all the world; for would not the
bitter taste of his last moments be disguised by them as always,
in the past, had been the nasty taste of medicine? .'. . Just to
slip away, wrapped in the warm folds of a lie, knowing himself
a dupe. . . .

A flood of light invaded the room. Raymond came in,
grumbling that he couldn't see a thing. He approached the man
lying in the bed. In his presence alone he could relieve himself
of all the vicious hatred that he felt for Maria Cross. Already he
could taste in his mouth the sour flavour of what he was about
to vomit forth. The sick man said: "Give me a kiss." A great
warmth of feeling was in the eyes which he turned upon his son
who, two evenings ago, among the vines, had wiped his face.
But the young man, coming straight from the daylight into the
darkened room, could not make out his father's features very dis-
tinctly. There was a harsh note in his voice as he put a question:

"D'you remember our talk abour Maria Cross 2"

"Yes, what of it?"

Raymond, leaning above the supine body, as .though for an
embrace or a murderous blow, saw beneath him two tormented
eyes fixed upon his lips. He realized that someone else, besides
himself, was suffering. *I have known it/ he thought, 'ever since
that evening when he called me a liar/ But he felt no jealousy.
He was incapable of imagining his father in the role of lover:
no, not jealousy, but a strange desire to cry, with which was
miugjed a sense of irritation and of mockery. The poor cheeks
looked grey under the thinning beard, and there was a tightness
in the voice that begged him, to go on: